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He was a worrier. His worries stemmed from his desire to be flawless. 
He worried about the little things that others paid no mind to. The roots 
of all his worries grew deep and were not easily controllable. Sometimes 
he would catch himself worrying and he would remember a workshop he 
had attended when he was a boy no older than ten. The words of the lector 
reminded him that unnecessary worrying was not healthy and right away 
he would begin to worry about how his worries sucked out his health. 
That, however, did not happen very often and is not worth talking about. 
His name was Joe Spelling and he mostly worried about the imperfections 
that his energetic hands found on his body. The normal things people 
did not care to notice troubled him to the point that he couldn't sleep at 
night. If he found a zit that was taking its time going away, he would begin 
to watch it. His rough, banged-up hands would glide around the surface 
of the bump curiously wanting to know what would happen if he would 
simply pick at it. Joe liked to see what came out of every pimple and yet 
he was hesitant to pick too deep because he didn’t want a new scar or to 
infect it and start a process that would eventually lead to skin cancer. 

A few times his hands, which were constantly in motion scanning 
every inch of his body as if they were radars, found bumps that were 
concealed by skin. They were peaceful little bumps that didn't hurt. Still 
he panicked, touching and pinching the bumps until they were red from 
all the blood that rushed into them from agitation. He didn’t like this 
quality of his and yet he could not stop it. His hands, like his worries, 
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seemed governed by something other than his brain. All of their motions 
were unconscious. He would rarely even notice them working until they 
would pinch him or inflict some form of pain and cause him to let out 
a yelp. At those times he would stop his hands with excruciating effort 
from his willpower and try to think about something interesting in order 
to forget about his desire to pick. 

Joe worked as a carpenter because he found that holding tools all day 
prevented his hands from probing. He worked long days and came home 
exhausted. Only when his swollen muscles ached and his hands were 
fatigued would Joe get a break from his hands. 

Joe had once tried consulting a doctor about his condition. 

“Doctor, what's wrong with me?” he had asked. 

“You may have a brain deformity,” the doctor had replied, “but in 
order to be sure we will need to run some tests.” 

Joe didn’t even stick around long enough to tell the doctor he wasn't 
interested in getting tested. When Dr. Edwards left to get Joe's insurance 
information, Joe slipped through the door and down the hall to freedom. 
He never went back because he was afraid of what the doctor might tell 
him. If he found out that he had some sort of irreversible disorder, Joe 
would unavoidably start worrying about it and he didn’t need any more 
things to worry about. 

Joe lived alone and had no friends because people who worry as much 
as Joe are ridgid and are unable to think about anyone but themselves. The 
only person who communicated with Joe was his boss Mike, who was the 
contractor for the construction company Joe worked for. Sometimes Mike 
would say, “Joe, keep up the good work!” 

“I will, sir” Joe would reply, and that was all, no more no less. 


So it went, until one day when Joe was awakened from his sleep by 
a funny itch that spanned from his groin to just under his chin. Joe had a 
moment to ponder what it could be before his hands woke up and began 
their inspection. The area that itched was different from the rest of Joe's 
muscular, smooth body. It was cold and rough and unlike anything he had 
felt before. Upon further examination, the ever so sensitive right hand 
discovered that the line that itched was not very wide and had sharp 
teeth. Meanwhile, the left hand had stroked the sharp teeth from bottom 
to top and had discovered a dangling piece of metal hanging from under 
Joe's chin. 

Like lightning Joe hopped to his feet and was running down the hall 
toward the hanging mirror on the back of the bathroom door. The mirror 
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was covered with a piece of canvas cloth which prevented the easy looking. 
Struggling to undress the mirror, Joe brushed a section of the metal teeth 
against his thigh, which made him jump back in pain. There was a stripe 
of bright red blood slowly gliding down his leg. 

“What is it?” he said to himself out loud. 

His heart had started pumping hard as he began to feel worry creeping 
up. The mirror was finally naked and Joe was frozen as he stared into it 
with horror. The itchy line was not a line at all but a zipper. A brown, 
copper zipper, the kind one finds on jeans and sweatshirts. Joe’s heart was 
ready to explode. 

“A zipper! A ZIPPER?” 

He had once seen a program on T.V. about a man who had traveled 
to India and mid-vacation had found himself in a bathtub of ice missing 
a kidney. Joe imagined the cold ice cracking under his body; was he in 
India? No! He was in his own home, in Wellington, Wisconsin, thousands 
of miles away from India. Had some black market criminal escaped and 
operated on Joe while he slept? These thoughts and thousands more raced 
through Joe’s head at lightning speed. 

Feeling his knees getting shaky, Joe rocked back and forth and collapsed 
onto the hard tile floor. The floor was dirty and for a brief second it made 
Joe think of old gym socks and how sour they smelled. Tears streamed 
down his face as he lay there awaiting his worst fear—death. Cold sweat 
streamed down his face and his palms felt clammy. Joe lay there motionless 
too frightened to budge. 

Twenty minutes went by, then an hour. He could still feel and move 
which meant that he was not yet dead. He tried pulling himself together but 
he was not ready to get up and decided to lie there for another few minutes. 
For the first time in his life, Joe’s curiosity was starting to overpower his 
worry. Zippers are useful tools; they were usually put onto things that 
could be unzipped. Was it possible that Joe too could be unzipped? 

At the mere thought Joe could already feel his left hand fiddling with 
the zipper handle impatiently. Joe was not a stupid man, he knew about 
physiology. The last thing he wanted was for an organ to pop out or to lose 
a gallon of blood. So he just lay there on the cold tile, numb and confused, 
holding his hands between his thighs so that they would not try anything 
that he would later regret. 

Finally, Joe managed to get up using the wall and the sink as crutches. 
He was feeling shaky and nauseous. The right hand had joined his left and 
was now molesting both zipper and handle. Joe had had enough! He tried 
to pull his hands away but they would not listen. His heart began beating 
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even faster, as though it could feel that something was about to happen. 

The left hand slowly unzipped while the right hand made sure that 
the zipper did not catch any loose skin. 

Nothing was happening. The inside was a dark abyss that Joe could 
not see into. Joe was unzipped to his chest. Though he could not see 
anything pouring out of him, he felt a certain release as if he was being 
drained of his internal fluids. Joe felt his hands move further until he felt 
an intense pain near his abdomen. The zipper was caught. Hands jiggled 
the zipper but it was no use. It wouldn't budge. Impatient, and weary of 
waiting and being nice, the right hand yanked on the zipper full force. 

There was no pain, just a flash and then a release. Joe felt extremely 
light as if there were no gravity working against him. His mind seemed 
clear and carefree. Joe was not worried. He looked down and was surprised 
to see that his body was in a heap on the ground below like a bunch of 
dirty laundry. It just lay there in a pile, unzipped. Like trash, it lay there. It 
reminded Joe of something he had meant to throw away but had forgotten 
about. He did a somersault in the air still marveling and how light he felt. 
Joe was dead and it was not nearly as bad as he had expected it to be. In 
fact, it was kind of a relief. “I’m Dead,” Joe cried, “and I love it!” 
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